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"THE KING OF TERRORS "

SKULLS may not affright us, nor present fashion ordain
cross-bones upon our sepulchres; but still in the face
of death the commonplaces of comfort shrivel, and
philosophy's consolations strike cold as the symbolism
of the tomb. All that lives must die; we know it,
but that death is common does not assuage particular
grief, nor can the contemplation of prehistoric ruins
soften regret for one baby's smile. Man's dogma has
proved vain as his philosophy. Age after age has
composed some vision of continued life, and sought to
allay its fear or sorrow with suitable imaginations.
Mummies of death outlive their granite; vermilion
and the scalping-knife lie ready for the happy hunting*
grounds; beside the royal carcass two score of con-
cubines and warriors are buried quick; Walhalla
rings with clashing swords whose younds close up
again at sunset; heroes tread the fields of shadowy
asphodel, and on Elysian plains attenuated poets
welcome the sage newcomer to their converse; houris
reward the faithful for holy slaughter; prophets reveal
a gorgeous city and pearly gates beyond the river;
the poet tells of circles winding downward to the abyss,
and upward to the Rose of Paradise ; upon the bishop's
tomb in St. Praxed's one Pan is carved, and Moses
with the tables; upon the gravestone of an Albanian
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